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Stereo 


Well hello! Peasant look is it? Fetching! My goodness 
but you're about the complete opposite of Bernice. Tell me, 
what did she say--? 

You remain a persistant dark one. Speaking to me only with 
thine eyes--that it? She put you up to this. Anyway never 
mind. Come on over to the sofa and let me show you my stereo. 
Come on now. That's it. Perfect. You can lead a...gazelle to 
water...but you can't--well at least not always. It's visual, 
my stereo. 

My right window looks down to the great big maha and 
V. I. P. parking lot where the longggggggg black Lincoln 
containing Mr. Vice-President Dailey is even now easing in--this 
being his hour to work. My left window overlooks the main 


parking lot where squalid brats presently congregate for the 
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infamous tour. Glorious transparencies--we deal in. But when 
they look up here do not fear, for they see only huge black 
inclined windows reflecting their own baseness back. You can be 
alone with me. Avec moi! 

Ah ha I see by serendipitous stroke that our presentation 
book reposes on the coffee table. As I turn the richly five- 
colored pages you glimpse what Power Grid Seven, Public 
Relations for companies with energy concerns, can do for your 
firm. (You, uh, like it firm, I mean, your firm, don't you?) 
At any rate, at present--entre nous--we work on some 
particularly slick and nasty pro-nuke stuff which utterly zaps 
the crybabies in the eyes of John Q., plus we got a flexible 
lady working all the greasy legislative hallways. Big stakes 
game as I'm sure you know, Hon. 

But I'm dying to know what Bernice said. Heard she's back 
with her husband, the more-than-upright Roger, and they plan to 
start all over in the wide Northwest or somewhere. Lots of 
trees and bunnies and the whole endangered bit? Might prove 
her...uh, latest tonic. But let's put this glossy book away, 
shall we? It's just for the briefest. I'll customize any 
material for you and Tri-Con Electric and make damn sure you 
like it--you do like it don't you? 


But...premature question to be sure. At any rate I'll 
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write you a virtual novel--and in a novel, one thing leads to 
another. I'm just a tease and you and Bernice know it and 
that's why the both of you figured out this silent treatment. A 
game, Dark Eyes. I love Love Games. I'll get sincere when I 
die. 
Your...eyes Like...ten thousand Black-Eyed Susans distilled in 
ten thousand sunsets! 

But life is hardly poetry...hell of a lot better in the 
next fifteen minutes or so, hey? Our secret will be how much 
we, uh, 


help each other. It's actually good business to do it. 


Dear Mr. Dailey: 
I thought that our conference Tuesday between myself and my 
client on our side of the table and you and Mr. Avery Lowell 
Templeton Esq. really staked out the initial ground for a quick 
and businesslike settlement of a situation which has been of 
such traumatic--I do not use the word lightly--difficulty to my 
client. But alas Mr. Dailey, we ended on the wrong foot and 
thus this letter. 

If your side still wishes to debate in court--so be it. Our 
stand is clear and eminently proveable I assure you. It is that 


nothing whatever happened. My client did not as much as touch 
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the person of the unfortunate young lady. 


I think your little breasts are as pretty as could be. 

Now don't junp so, and your bra's safe where it is. Please 
keep your head still! Nobody can see through my stereo, 
believe me. 

Oooops, now that WAS an accident, skirt caught in watchband 
or something. Wow! Raggedy Ann panties. Aren't you the 
ultimate cute! Bernice went for all the French lines if you 
catch my meaning. In everything, if you catch my meaning. But 
never mind cause I'm your Andy. Now don't squirm--at least not 
yet. Uhhhh, 
now you can! 

Uh, one other thing, Annie, you still don't have to talk, 
but my vanity does require another kind of response. It should 


come natural: action and reaction, yes. A law of physics! 


And my client is therefore totally innocent. Totally. But he 
nonetheless cannot face returning to the employ of Power Grid 
Seven. 

Let's be frank, Mr. Dailey, shall we? Your tirade at 
him in assertions regarding other alleged liasons, if these 


dangerously baseless accusations reached my client's wife, might 
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conceivably put a quite firm and committed marriage beyond 
repair. 

May I suggest any late afternoon this week? Let us be 
forthcoming and clear above all, Mr. Dailey. The relevant 
papers will definitely be in my possession. We can just fill in 


a figure fair to all. 


Oh stereo-e-0-e-0, why oh why did my Love fly? And but why 
oh why does my w-armly satisfied and esthetically laid back self 
have to be irritated by schoolbrats hiving around a van in acne- 
hysteria? Forsooth, and shit! Tis my recent LOVE among them! 
Holy shit! And and and and flanked by mongoloids! Mongoloids! 
Let's let's let's get a closer look here, C-c-c-convict 11187. 
Holy living shit I'm right! Miss Olifant's School! Retards! 

Laid pipe into a retard! Maybe she couldn't talk. Holy 
living shit! Oh yeah and here flies up squad car. Murders and 
muggings they take an hour--but something INNOCENT as this--! 
That's it, point up here, goodly-screwed and asking for it 
retard. And oh yeah get righteous-eyed, bribe-taking cop. 

Well the door is locked until I talk to my attorney, Honeys 
all! Try and break it down, won't you? Only thing in this 
flimsy glass whorehouse that's built. 


Knowing the n-n-n-number by heart he dials. Answer! 
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Murray, Landesman and Zona! How can there be firm justice if 
you don't? Hey! That's what I gave her! She couldn't talk 
but...why not drool out SOMEthing? 

Ah but all the while as the hot elevator ascends, comes a 
creamy BMW to a stop and oozing out like silk are long long legs 
oh Jesus! Sun hitting those legs oh mama! Like thousand little 
bits of g-OLDEN butterfat! Choice! And a redhead! Walk, 
redhead! Oh Je-eeee-SUS! Had you only been on time, Red! 
Must've checked my brains: you're the exact kind of woman 


Bernice'd SEND! 


In point of fact, my client dismissed the unsupervised girl 
when she enticeingly entered his office. As you know, he has an 
unparalleled view of the parking lot and was completely aware 
that the van from Miss Olifant's School was parked there. 

Who can tell what happens in such a person's mind, Mr. 
Dailey? Perhaps she was hurt by my client's brusque, but warm, 
fatherliness. 

At any rate she concocted her fantasy and we naturally 
would not seek damages from that tragic corner. My client is a 
father himself and--note well please--truly admires the stance 
taken by the girl's father, a very high official of the Indian 


government. The girl has been returned to school there and no 
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one in the family, repeat no one, will make a statement of any 
kind to anybody. If she were accountable, our side would 
welcome her words. 

The short of it, Sir, is that no case exists. Justifiably 
SO since my client has done absolutely nothing. 

What has befallen this former seascout leader upon which a 
full dozen local groups and churches have depended for his 
sensitive writing skills--always given gratis--would give every 
working man and woman pause. 

In sum, Mr. Dailey, we wait. Reasonable men--you among 
them-built Power Grid Seven. Let us meet and shake hands all 
around. 

And now I am compelled by duty to say what I hope 
proves to be totally unnecessary: Should you decline our offer 
to again confer, we will embark on our course precipitously and 
surely. 

I pray that Power Grid Seven can be spared the publicity 


fallout which would inevitably ensue. 


